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breakage." ("De la connaissance de Thomme au XVIII6 si&cle? in
Nouveaux Lundis, III, note.11)
20 May
Man will not become truly great so long as he perches on stilts.
For Roger M, du G.:
If I am interested in two-headed calves (as you say), this is be-
cause they help me to understand why those that have only one make
such bad use of it
Hossegor, 29 May
Some are amazed (and, if they feel some affection for me, are
grieved) by the "confessions" they read in the extracts from my Journal
that were published in the N.R.F. for May.12 Thierry Maulnier, in
If Action frangaise, goes so far as to declare "without precedent" that
recognition on the part of a writer of a dwindling of his creative facul-
ties. It would seem, according to him, that the vanity of writers is so
great that they prefer to leave it to critics and readers to notice this;
and, in any case, if they happen to become aware of it, they immedi-
ately take great care to hide the horror of that realization. But to me
it just happens that that realization has nothing horrible about it; it
seems to me quite natural to grow old and I am no more ashamed of
it than I should be of disappearing. I believe that in the sincerity of an
admission there is more eloquence and more to be learned than in
the cleverest pretenses of eloquence. My journal is full of such admis-
sions. Nothing seems to me more useless, more absurd, than to over-
rate oneself; I like a portrait if it is lifelike, not if it flatters me. More-
over I recognize that I should perhaps not be so ready to make such
admissions of weaknesses if I were quite sure that those weaknesses
were to be definitive. But what somewhat reassures me and makes me
look upon them as not necessarily the result of age is that I have al-
ways known similar ones and often they were very prolonged. I be-
lieve that the simple admission I made at the time when I was suffering
from them might bring some help to those who are too readily discour-
aged and have a tendency to think everything lost as soon as they
have to put off until later on the realization of their hopes.
What a wonderful confirmation of my "proverb of hell** (it is with
fine sentiments that bad literature is made) I find in Beaumarchais's
11  "Concerning the Knowledge of Man in the Eighteenth Century," one
of the essays in The New Mondays.
12  Those extracts covered the dates 27 June 1932 through September
1932, ending with the notation: "Rather keep silent than complain. . . /'